Aye, as I sec thee, my babe,

I rejoice with one glimmering spark of the gladness

divine:

God shares me His joy,
As He looks on the fruit of His labour in thee
And is glad, beholding the beauty of heaven
Thus clothed in the flesh He has made.

MILE after mile of green forest-wall,
Close hedging the road:
Mik after mile of cool leafy glades,
Lavishly spread with the fresh green grass,
Where a fortnight ago was a scorching desert of stones.

Mile after mile the glad songs of the birds,

The merry chatter of parrot and jay,

The long curving leap and the shout of the monkeys,

Each creature rejoicing aloud in life renewed

By the cool green wealth of the Rains.

Mile after mile of feathery boughs

Waving in joy of the strong wet westerly gale,

Mite after mile of soft low clouds overhead

And of heaven-sent misty showers,
Where a fortnight ago was the brazen glare of the hot-
weather mid-day*

Mile -after mile of the goodness of God.
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